Foreword 


When first we started work on Vamp Sci, we had permission to 
use Dr. Grace Holloway from the telemovie. Someone high-up at 
the BBC later nixed this, though, and we had to split Grace’s 
part between Carolyn McConnell and new companion Sam Jones. 

We weren't exactly thrilled with this turn of events, because 
we were about 15,000 words into the book at that point. But, all 
things considered, I think it worked out all right - as a result of 
losing the Grace material, we had to come up with a new way of 
getting Carolyn into the story, and the completely new Chapter 1 
is often cited as one of the high points of the book. 

The whole book would have felt quite different with the 
Doctor-Grace relationship at the centre of the novel. In the 
original plan, this book was very much Grace’s story. Chapters 2 
and 3 would have featured her investigating the vampires on her 
own with no sign of the Doctor or [Stacy] (which was our name 
for the as-yet- unknown companion)... This got changed to get 
the Doctor and Sam onstage earlier, because while the audience 
could possibly enjoy 10,000 Doctorless words centred around a 
companion, doing the same with a guest character like Carolyn 
who they’ve never met before is a recipe for disaster. 

Still, as a glimpse of what might have been, here’s the original 
opening chapter. 

Bear in mind that it’s very much a rough draft; we didn’t polish 
the prose at all, and there are chunks of it that we didn’t even get 
to write - those bits have been fixed up especially for this 
collection. It’s also interesting to note the bits which did survive 
into the book - character notes which turned up in Sam, scene 
fragments that got moved wholesale to Carolyn, even a reference 
to a VW Beetle which obtained a completely different meaning 
when the Bug turned up in the final draft! 

I think in the end we wrote a good book. Possibly even a 
stronger one than this first version would have been. But damn, it 
was ashame to lose Grace Holloway, she’s just lots of fun. 


CHAPTER | 
DOCTOR PATIENT RELATIONSHIP 


The next time Grace saw the Doctor was the morning of her 
birthday, when he knocked on her bedroom door. She had been 
planning to sleep in, on her first real day off in two weeks, but 
the sound startled her awake. Her sleep-fogged mind barely had 
time to register that no one had a key to her house, so no one 
could possibly be knocking on that door, when he eased the door 
open a crack and called ‘Grace?’ 

She jerked upright and pulled the sheet up over her. Not that 
she especially needed to worry, she realised a second later, since 
she was wearing a thick and by her standards positively frumpy 
night-gown, but it took her conscious mind a moment to catch 
up with her reflexes. In that same second, she spluttered out 
‘Wait, uh, what are we doing here? I’m - I mean, what are you 
doing here?’ Oh great, she thought, he’s barely said a word and 
he’s already got you tongue-tied. 

‘Oh, just bringing you a present. May I come in now?’ 

She shrugged, still bewildered. ‘Sure, sure.’ Her brain was still 
running behind the rest of the world. In this not-quite-awake 
state, somehow it seemed to make perfect sense that the Doctor, 
the man she hadn’t seen in the five months since all that had 
happened, was suddenly tiptoeing into her bedroom and setting 
up a breakfast tray on her bed. 

‘[hope you like omelettes,’ he was saying. ‘It’s a mushroom and 
Swiss cheese recipe, I got it from the uncle of an old friend...’ He 
placed the tray across her lap and unfolded her napkin for her, 
as she watched in open-mouthed bewilderment. Here she was, 
five months on and just beginning to appreciate the extra few feet 
of space she had now on what had been Brian’s side of the bed, 
and here the Doctor was happily turning her morning upside 
down. That was just too much to cope with at this hour. 

She rested her head in one hand, squeezing the sleep from her 


eyes. ‘Nope. Sorry. It doesn’t work like that,’ she muttered. 

He blinked. ‘It’s a perfectly normal recipe’ 

‘No, not that, I mean the whole thing.’ The bit of her brain that 
was actually awake had worked itself into quite a state of groggy 
irritation. ‘I mean, you just don’t. You just don’t disappear with 
no clue when you’re ever going to see me again, and then 
suddenly turn up out of the blue to serve me breakfast in bed...’ 

She looked up and saw his mournful face. ‘You mean you don’t 
like it?’ he said. Good God, she suddenly felt like she was kicking 
a puppy dog. 

She sighed sharply. ‘No no, it’s just... [didn’t want... Just answer 
one question for me.’ She turned to look him straight in the eye. 
A pause. ‘What on Earth am I complaining about?’ 

He looked confused, then burst into a grin. She returned it, 
letting herself burst out laughing. Thank heaven her brain had 
finally dragged itself awake and caught up with her mouth 
before it could do any more damage. She just hadn’t known how 
to cope with breakfast in bed. She’d never had anyone do that 
for her before. 

‘I missed you,’ he said. He leaned forward and hugged her, 
reaching awkwardly across the breakfast tray. She held onto him. 
He smelled faintly like sandalwood. She gave him a little kiss on 
the cheek as he let go. 

‘Happy birthday,’ he told her. 

She stumbled out her thanks. Another question popped into 
her head. ‘How did you know?’ 

He grinned. ‘Simple, I looked it up. Now eat up - we’ve got a 
couple of theatre tickets waiting for us if you’re interested, and I 
want us to get there in plenty of time.’ 

She started to look astonished, then just made a face. That was 
positively classic of him - he would say something she really 
wanted to ask questions about, but before she could ask he was 
already throwing out another statement which begged even more 
questions. She made a mental note to drag the conversation back 
to that subject someday, and asked ‘Tickets? What for?’ 

‘Oh, the Rite of Spring. The premiere, actually. Stravinsky, 
Nijinsky, the Russian Ballet...’ 


She shook her head slightly, not quite believing what she’d 
heard. ‘The premiere? In Paris? In 1913? 

He nodded enthusiastically. ‘1913.’ 

She waved the idea away with a flick of her hand. ‘Please. No 
time travel until after my first cup of coffee. I can face anything 
after that, but one thing at a time.’ 

He’d done an amazing job with the omelettes. She knew exactly 
what each bite of it was doing to her arteries, but it was her 
birthday, so she gave herself permission not to worry. When 
she finished, he collected the tray and disappeared downstairs 
while she got dressed. He’d assured her that the TARDIS would 
contain suitable clothes for where they were going, but that didn’t 
stop her from taking time to choose a suitably elegant outfit 
to wear on the way. She felt like dressing up today. As she made 
her way downstairs, she could already feel herself bubbling with 
anticipation. It took her a moment to identify the memory: 
Christmas morning, sneaking downstairs to see what was hidden 
under the tree. 

He was busy in the kitchen, washing up the debris from his 
breakfast preparations. Beyond him, she could just glimpse the 
solid blue shape of a police box, parked in the middle of her foyer 
with all the subtle elegance of a Volkswagen Beetle. Heaven only 
knew what her decorator would make of that, but in a bizarre 
way it actually seemed to fit comfortably there. She watched and 
made small-talk as he finished up, and followed him down to the 
police box. 

For some reason, she didn’t want to go inside. 

This was ridiculous, she thought. She reminded herself of all the 
amazing things which had happened inside that box. Gazing 
upwards at the spectacle of a galaxy, feeling the thrill of success 
as she touched two wires together and brought the TARDIS back 
to life. (Flailing madly as her body was thrown off a parapet, 
feeling and hearing the crack of her own neck breaking.) 

He hadn’t needed her, he could have left her at any time. But 
he’d asked her to come along. And then she’d felt the wind in her 
hair as she held onto the Doctor on the back of a borrowed 
motorbike, going for the ride of her life. 


Even after what she’d done to him. She wondered how much 
he remembered - she remembered it all. A heart operating at 
tolerances which could killa human body in minutes. A decision, 
her decision, not to wait for a working X-ray machine. A 
reasonable risk, in desperate circumstances. A reasonable risk if 
he’d been a normal man with one heart. 

She’d got lost in the labyrinth of his veins, hadn’t understood 
the significance of that double-exposure x-ray until it was far 
too late. But he’d shed his old, cold body like a snake freeing 
itself from an outgrown skin, and come straight to her for help. 
Within twenty-four hours she’d been through the same process, 
shattered to pieces and brought back to life in the impossibly 
huge chambers of this strange blue box. 

She took a deep breath, and stepped over the threshold. 

‘Doctor?’ she asked as he wiped a spot of grime from the 
TARDIS’ wood-and- brass control console. 

“Mm? 

‘Back when we first met, once we got back to the TARDIS...’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘,,. What the hell happened?’ 

He told her. 

The explanation took most of the day. 


She spent most of the explanation wandering with him through 
the streets of a city which she couldn’t quite believe was actually 
Paris, 1913. Eighty-seven years to the day before the morning 
she’d woken up on. 

She was trying her best not to gape like a tourist, at the clothes, 
the people, the old-fashioned motor cars. The Doctor, on the 
other hand, was taking it all in stride, walking down the Champs- 
Elysées as if he spent every weekend here. Which, for all she 
knew, he did. He blended in perfectly in his long velvet coat, 
as if this were the age where he belonged. 

It seemed strange to her that everyone seemed to be speaking 
English. She asked him about that too, and got another explanation 
which made perfect sense as long as she didn’t think about it 
too much. 


They spent the rest of the day sightseeing, and after dinner ina 
shoebox-sized café they settled into their seats at the Theatre des 
Champs-Elysées. She was braced for what was about to occur - 
she’d heard all the stories about this performance - but she still 
couldn’t believe the chorus of boos and derisive laughter which 
erupted almost with the opening notes. Through her opera 
glasses she could just make out Nijinsky himself standing in the 
wings, shouting out the beat to the poor bewildered dancers over 
the din. 

She turned to look at the Doctor. He was sitting serene in his 
seat, completely oblivious to the melee surrounding him. ‘Doctor?’ 
she called, raising her voice over the torrent of screams and 
catcalls. 

He pointed at the stage, then raised his finger to his lips. ‘Shh.’ 

Grace looked bewildered, then smiled and settled down to 
enjoy the show. 


Later that night, Grace stood and watched while he fussed over 
the TARDIS console. She had no idea what he was about to do, but 
it felt like asking would break the moment somehow. She didn’t 
want to defuse the buzz of anticipation running through her 
body. She followed the Doctor as he scuttled off to a storage 
cupboard, dug out a blanket from its depths, and spread it out on 
the floor by the old armchair. As he hurried back to the console, 
she waited by the blanket, watching him, feeling how fast she was 
breathing. She realised she was fiddling with the top buttons on 
her dress for some reason. 

Finally, he twisted one last knob with a flourish and crossed the 
floor towards her. 

Behind him the central column blossomed with light, and the 
air was filled with stars. 

Grace could feel her mouth falling open. The Doctor strode 
towards her, silhouetted against the blazing starscape. She 
couldn’t take her eyes off him. She realized how hard she was 
leaning on the back of the armchair, just to keep herself upright, 
as he came close to her. 


Then she realised he was grinning like a little kid. ‘It worked!’ 
he told her, almost bouncing up and down with excitement. ‘I got 
the holographic scanner to do a time- lapse.’ He threw his arm 
wide to indicate the air above them. ‘That’s the sky through 
history, at the speed of a thousand years per second. No clouds, 
no smog, perfect focus. I’ve never got this to work before.’ He 
plopped down on the blanket at her feet, leaving her standing 
there, and propped himself up on one elbow for a better view of 
the starfield. 

Grace shook her head in a double-take and let out a breath she 
hadn’t realised she was holding. She thought she should feel a bit 
disappointed, but it was awfully hard to feel that with the stars so 
close. She lay down next to the Doctor on the blanket, her elbow 
brushing against his, and watched the stars swirl lazily overhead. 

This was what the sky had looked like when she was a kid. 

‘See that one?’ the Doctor asked, raising an arm to point at a 
large reddish dot just to the right of the central console’s support 
struts. ‘On the fourth planet out from that star, there’s a race of 
intelligent sea-serpents who worship whales as gods. The whales 
on that planet aren’t intelligent, of course, and they know that, but 
they believe the whales are so enlightened that they don’t need to 
be intelligent. Around that one’ - he pointed again - ‘there’s a 
frozen world where an old enemy once stranded me. I had to 
build a fire to keep warm till I could be rescued, and I ended up 
throwing one of my favourite ties on the fire to keep it going. And 
around that sun’ - he pointed at another star, directly overhead - 
*there’s an ice cream shop where they kept me waiting an hour 
and a half for a chocolate milkshake. Can you believe it!’ 

Grace burst out laughing. ‘No way.’ 

His eyes were utterly earnest. ‘I mean it, the shop was mobbed. 
I tried to complain, but the man behind the counter was just 
swamped. "I’ve only got six hands!" he said...’ 

It suddenly occurred to her that she believed every word of it. 
Little green men had always seemed ludicrous, but somehow little 
green men serving milkshakes had a kind of a ring of truth to it. 

Of course it made no sense, but the possibilities of how 
interesting nonsense could be were unfolding before her eyes. To 


her the stars had always been gorgeous, but as something to 
admire instead of something to imagine. But now she could see 
each one as a story, and over their heads was a skyful of wonderful 
nonsense to choose from. 

‘How about that one? she asked, pointing at a blue-white dot 
which suddenly flared up and vanished. 

The Doctor turned away, with a look that could be either grim 
or sheepish. ‘Yes, well, that was Skaro, we won’t go into that one.’ 

By the end of this day she’d more than doubled the amount of 
time she’d ever spent with him. She’d spent most of it trying to 
remember to ask him questions, trying to learn all the things 
about him she hadn’t had time to think of the last time they’d met. 
But the Doctor (Funny how she’d just accepted that that was his 
name) was doing a great job keeping her distracted, showing her 
so many wonders and tossing out such amazing ideas that she 
hardly had time to keep track of them all. It was all just too much 
fun for her to think about. 

She kept looking at him as he worked at the console. She had 
the sudden overwhelming urge to just pounce on him and... well, 
tickle him senseless, actually. Instead, she watched from just off 
the central dais, with him safely on the other side of the new 
railing he’d installed. 

He looked up at her as he finished adjusting the controls. ‘If you 
want to stick around, I’m off to Andraste 3 in the morning. There’s 
a ruined Ikkaban temple I’ve always wanted to have a look at...’ 

‘Can't,’ she said. ‘I’ve got surgery tomorrow. Davidson’s in for a 
bypass at noon.’ 

He shrugged. ‘I could have you back by then. No matter how 
long we took.’ 

‘No no, it’s just not the same.’ She raised a hand as if to ward him 
off. ‘I'd spend the whole time thinking I should be somewhere 
else.’ 

‘It’s all right, it’s all right, I understand.’ He took it with very 
good grace, Grace thought. He turned back to the console, 
adjusting a series of dials. Then he suddenly turned back around 
and wheedled, ‘Are you sure you couldn’t, just for a little...’ 


She laughed. She couldn’t help it, he was so cute when he was 
pleading. ‘No. It just wouldn’t work for me. I know who I am, 
remember?’ 

‘Well you don’t have to stop being who you are.’ He had walked 
over to her, and now he leaned across the railing towards her. His 
face was even with and inches away from her own. ‘You can just 
take a little time and be more than that too.’ His eyes were huge 
in the dim light. She could feel a hint of his breath on her cheek. 

She turned away sharply. ‘No. Not now.’ 

Once they crossed back into Grace’s foyer, she turned to him. ‘Tell 
you what,’ she said. ‘Same time next year?’ 

He looked a little surprised. “You’re booked that far in advance?’ 

‘Um, no.’ She couldn’t keep her eyes on his face. God, she was 
horrible at speeches like this. ‘It’s just... Give me time, let me see 
where my life’s going. See if I feel like running off for a while 
then.’ Any moment now she expected to see his face just crumple, 
like a broken-hearted teenager. 

Instead he shrugged casually and said, ‘Well that sounds all 
right. If it’s time you’re after, why not take two years? Five years?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘As long as you need, I’m not in a hurry-’ 

She shook her head and put her hands on her hips. ‘I don’t 
believe it, how can you just-’ 

‘Grace,’ he said, raising his hands to halt her words, ‘I’ve got a 
time machine.’ 

‘Oh,’ she said, and grinned suddenly. ‘That.’ 

He nodded, and then he smiled one of those smiles of his, the 
ones that would be equally at home on a Buddha or an eight-year- 
old. She could feel the tension just melt out of her shoulders at the 
sight of it. ‘All right, then. So where do you want to go next time?’ 

This time she shook her head. ‘Next time, it’s my turn. Let me 
show you around here for a day. See the sights, check out the 
neighbourhood... how’s that sound?’ 

‘It sounds lovely.’ 

‘Okay.’ A pause. She found herself looking rather intently at his 
feet. The awkwardness was still there. ‘So... in a year, then.’ 

‘It’s all right,’ he said. ‘’m patient.’ 
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‘I thought you were the Doctor.’ 

He grinned. ‘Yes, well, that too.’ He turned and walked back to 
the police box, raising a hand in farewell to her. ‘Until next time.’ 

‘Urn. Yeah.’ She stood there, with a small wave and a slightly 
bewildered smile, as he popped inside the TARDIS and it faded 
out of her living room. It took her several minutes just to register 
that he hadn’t even tried to kiss her goodbye. He really had been 
a perfect gentleman. 

Damn. 


The next year she was up before her alarm went off, waiting for 
him. At 6:30 sharp he brought in a tray full of fluffy French toast, 
and he sat on the edge of the bed with her as they both ate. This 
year she had to keep the sheet hiked up over her body through 
the whole meal - she’d felt like a naughty schoolgirl when she’d 
come up with that idea the night before - but he never quite 
seemed to take that detail in. She contented herself with layering 
on the powdered sugar and trying to keep from spilling the maple 
syrup on the sheets. 

He didn’t seem to have changed his clothes. She half suspected 
that he’d just hopped forward a year right after he’d 
dematerialised last time, but he denied that fervently. As proof he 
offered her a figurine from that Ikkaban temple, a carved jade 
turtle which she placed beside her bed. And he did look slightly 
the worse for wear, dust on his jacket and a spiderweb draped 
over one ear... 


That day they spent in San Francisco. She’d had a bastard of a year, 
especially after the Little Big One hit last Christmas, and she was 
relishing the chance just to get things back to normal. The 
morning was devoted to little things around the house together - 
she figured if she ever needed a second pair of hands to help out, 
this was the year. 

The Doctor was more than happy to oblige, and cheerily 
climbed the ladder to spackle the cracks in the garage ceiling. He 
spread the paste over the last evidence of the earthquake damage 
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with all the enthusiasm and care of Michelangelo working on the 
ceiling of the Sistine Chapel. 

When she mentioned that her toaster was burning everything, 
he got an eager gleam in his eye, and within minutes he had 
disassembled it on the kitchen floor and done amazing things to 
its heating element. Such was his sense of triumph at finally 
producing a perfect piece of toast that Grace had to stop him 
before he successfully cross-wired every appliance in her place to 
do all her cooking for her. 

After he helped her write her batch of Amnesty letters, which 
had been sitting on her desk for too long, they ran out to the 
supermarket. She caught a glimpse of him in the fresh foods aisle, 
as he puzzled over the difference between mignonette and coral 
leaf lettuce, and it suddenly clicked why he seemed so happy 
doing these little mundane tasks. He looked like he was on 
vacation. 

It made her wonder what his work must be like. 

Late in the afternoon they sat under the sunset in Golden Gate 
Park and watched the clouds. To the Doctor, they were all whales 
and elephants and sailing ships dancing on the horizon. To Grace 
they were all clouds, but each cloud was a gorgeous abstract 
shape all its own, with splashes of sunset colour picking out all 
sorts of dazzling highlights. 


Grace put down the birthday card she’d found pressed in the 
Doctor’s scrapbook, and raised an eyebrow at him. ‘Grandfather?’ 

He looked away from her, and drew his knees up towards him, 
curling all his loose limbs inwards. ‘Yes, well. It’s a bit of a long 
story.’ 

TI bet.’ They were sitting on the floor of the TARDIS library 
together, half a dozen volumes of the Doctor’s scrapbooks 
scattered around them. After dinner he’d invited her for a 
rummage around in his past, and she’d spent a couple of hours 
poking through a collection of increasingly improbable 
mementoes with him. This, though, was just the tiniest step 
beyond anything he’d mentioned. ‘So when’s the next family 
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reunion? I'd love to meet all the other kids you’ve got hidden away 
in a closet somewhere.’ 

He was avoiding her eyes. He was definitely avoiding her eyes. 
‘Tm afraid it, ah, doesn’t work like that.’ 

‘Oh, of course. Silly of me. I should have known. It’s an alien 
thing, huh?’ It figured, something like this was bound to turn up. 
It was such the cliché, after all - falling for the mysterious stranger 
whose dark past was overly cluttered with melodrama. 

‘Yes, as a matter of fact it is an alien thing.’ His voice was getting 
faster, higher, his words tumbling over one another. The whole 
conversation was beginning to sound like a really bad hospital 
staff meeting, where everyone talked as fast as they could in order 
to get acomplete thought out before getting interrupted. ‘And it’s 
not like you need to worry very much, I hardly have any dealings 
with them-” 

‘It wouldn’t have hurt if I’d at least known you had kids.’ She 
waved the card in an exasperated flourish. Oh, that’s lovely, 
Grace, what the hell are you thinking, you’ve met the man three 
times in two and ahalf years and you're already getting possessive. 

He held up his hands as if trying to hold off her flow of words. 
‘Grace, that was many lifetimes of mine ago. I was a different 
person then. Literally.’ 

‘Well, I don’t know who he was. I’m still not sure I know who 
you are.’ He moved as if to get up, and she reached out to his 
shoulder to keep him there. ‘There are all these basic little things 
you still haven’t told me yet. I mean - how old are you?’ 

He thought for a moment, counting back through the months. 
‘Six.’ 

‘What?’ She sat up and stared at him. ‘Six what? Centuries? Six 
oogleplexes? What?’ 

He shook his head. ‘No no, six years. That’s how long it’s been 
since I had that little run-in with your surgical probe. That’s when 
this body was born.’ He waved offhandedly, as if it was all 
perfectly obvious. 

‘No no no, I mean how old are you really? All your lives 
together.’ Good grief, she thought irritatedly, it sounds like you’re 
interviewing Shirley MacLaine. 
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Well, ’'m not really sure, there’s some question of whether I lost 
count...’ 

‘Well round it off, at least.’ 

He started frantically counting on his fingers. ‘Um, about...’ 

‘Come on, it can’t take that long to...’ 

‘...one thousand and twelve.’ 

Silence. 

‘Grace?’ 

‘Um, no, I’m fine, don’t worry.’ Grace remembered to close her 
mouth. She turned herself slightly away, drawing her body 
inwards. This was sensible, it was logical, when someone’s lived a 
bunch of lives in succession it’s reasonable for them to go past a 
normal human lifespan. She really should have thought about this 
before, it was obvious really. There was absolutely no reason for 
her to suddenly be feeling cold. 

He scooted over and sat down by her side. ‘It’s a big number, 
isn’t it?’ he said quietly. 

She nodded without a word. 

He smiled gently, and the corners of his eyes crinkled up. ‘I 
know. That’s why I prefer six.’ 


Eventually he did tell her the story, and that story led to a whole 
bunch of others. They decided to make a proper evening of it, and 
ended up curling up on a couch in his study and swapping 
reminiscences. He’d taken her to the TARDIS food machine, a 
huge brass-and-piping contraption which suggested what would 
have resulted had MC Escher and Rube Goldberg collaborated to 
build an espresso machine, and dialled up two cups of hot cocoa 
for them. 

As she told her stories, she felt distinctly outclassed in the high 
adventure department - her tale of chipping her tooth when she 
catapulted off her bike at age twelve rather paled in comparison 
to his description of crash-landing in a fighter jet near Olympus 
Mons on Mars - but he seemed just as rapt by her small 
melodramas as she was by his. 

Eventually the subject shifted to good old-fashioned ghost 
stories, and Grace found herself dredging up all her favourite 
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urban legends and Girl Scout campfire tales. The Doctor 
countered with stories of Yeti and mummies and disembodied 
hands, and the only thing Grace couldn’t believe about these 
stories was how much she believed them. When the Doctor told 
her, with all the matter-of-fact certainty of one of her old med 
school lecturers, that the only way to destroy a Great Vampire was 
to massively disrupt its central cardiovascular system, she almost 
found herself taking notes. 

Of course, that was only because they were safely indoors; if 
he’d started telling these stories earlier in the evening, she’d have 
spent the whole trip home just knowing something nasty was 
creeping up behind her. Not that that would have been 
fundamentally different from any other night-time walk in the 
city, but it was the thought that counted. 

Grace suddenly felt very small. She leaned on the Doctor as he 
put an arm around her. ‘I’ve done a lot of things, Grace,’ he said. 
‘Te spent a lot of time thinking about things I’ve done, things I 
should have done, things I wish someone else could have done 
instead of me.’ She could feel him turn his head against hers, 
brushing her hair out of the way with his cheek, as he spoke softly 
into her ear. ‘After a while you either keep thinking about them 
all the time, or you let yourself think about something else instead. 
I'm finally at the point where I don’t have to think about these 
things unless I want to.’ 

Then all the clocks struck two million. 


Every last one of the assortment of timepieces on the shelf behind 
them started ringing, an endless alarm bell. The Doctor spun 
round on the couch to look at them. ‘Oh no.’ He leapt up and 
dashed for the console. 

‘What’s going on?’ 

‘Distress call, he called over his shoulder. Grace looked from 
his retreating form to the jangling clocks in bewilderment, then 
got up and ran after him. 

She caught up with him thirty yards later, as he scurried around 
the control console. 
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‘The TARDIS just picked up a supralight distress beacon,’ he 
told her before she could get a word in edgewise. ‘A scout vessel 
crashed on the fourth planet of Beilby’s Star. Situation critical.’ 

‘So what are we going to -’ She felt the floor lurch beneath her 
as she realised. ‘I thought this was just supposed to be a quiet 
evening-’ 

‘I hope you're not expecting me to ignore it.’ He elbowed his 
way past her as he dashed to the co-ordinate panel. 

‘No, I’m not, but - another planet? Aliens?’ 

He looked up at her. ‘Grace, if you don’t think you’re ready for 
it, then you’ve got twenty seconds to get out that door.’ He bent 
back down over the console. 

She stood for a moment, wringing her hands, feeling the 
situation sliding out of her grip. The Doctor dashed from panel to 
panel, his coat flapping behind him, a tremendous sense of 
purpose in his steps. 

So, this was what his work was like. 

‘Let’s go,’ she said. 

The wind slapped her in the face the moment they stepped out 
of the TARDIS. 

She screwed up her eyes against the glare, to the point where 
she couldn’t even take in her surroundings. All she could make 
out was blue-white sunlight flaring off a limitless field of ice and 
snow, and a cold that reached straight through the parka she’d 
borrowed from the TARDIS costume store and pulled the heat 
straight from her bones. 

He didn’t seem to notice the cold in the slightest, even in his 
thin velvet coat. He was already making a beeline down the slope, 
towards the near end of the long black scorch mark which 
stretched across the bright white landscape. It ended in a small 
round crater and a scattering of wreckage, like the dot at the 
bottom of an exclamation mark. She ran after him towards the 
crater, her lungs already heaving in the thin air. 

For a moment she felt surprised that she wasn’t more thrown 
by suddenly being on another planet. Then she didn’t even feel 
that. There were more important things to deal with right now. 


16 


The Doctor’s little handset thing said the pilot’s personal distress 
beacon was still transmitting, but only barely. 

She caught up with the Doctor by the edge of the crater, as he 
slogged through the snow trying to get a bearing. She scanned the 
area for any sign of life. All around them were mangled bits of 
wreckage, slowly being buried by the blowing snow. To one side 
the scorch marks, where the ship’s exhaust had burned through 
the frost, stretched off as far as she could see. The melted snow 
was just beginning to refreeze into ice over the exposed bedrock, 
healing the wound. 

Finally the Doctor pointed to a small dark patch a few yards 
away. ‘There!’ She ran with him to where the pilot’s body lay. ‘He 
must have ejected just before impact, and didn’t get clear of the 
shrapnel.’ Most of the pilot’s body was hidden under a twisted 
chunk of debris which had fallen across him. From what was 
visible, it was impossible to tell whether he was alive or dead. 

‘Lever,’ she said. 

He nodded. ‘Fulcrum.’ 

They ran off in opposite directions through the wreckage. She 
found a thin eight-foot steel pipe, possibly part of a landing strut, 
thrown against the hillside. She turned and saw him waving from 
near the pilot, indicating a metal plate half- embedded in the 
ground a couple of feet away. Already gasping for breath, she 
started dragging the pipe towards him. He ran to give her a hand. 
Together they stumbled back through the snow to the metal plate 
and rested the pipe over its top edge, then tucked one end under 
the mass of metal covering the pilot. 

They ran around to the free end of the pipe. ‘One... two...’ They 
both pulled downward on the lever with all their strength. Grace 
felt her head swim from the exertion and the lack of air. Finally 
she saw the main lump of metal creak and tip onto its side, leaving 
the pilot exposed to the air. While the Doctor cleared the other 
debris away from what was left of the pilot’s legs, Grace fell to her 
knees beside the man’s chest. 

Massive trauma. Shock. Hypothermia. Patient unconscious, life 
signs indeterminate. She removed the pilot’s breather mask - 
God, he couldn’t be older than twenty - and rolled him onto his 
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side, checking that his airway was clear. No breath. She rolled him 
onto his back. Five full breaths, mouth-to-mouth. Just like the 
textbook said. The thin air wheezed through her lungs. Then she 
yanked off a glove and pressed two fingers beneath the right 
hinge of the man’s jaw, feeling for a carotid pulse. None. Quickly 
she unfastened his flightsuit and positioned her hands on his 
breastbone, locking her elbows, starting the rhythm of 
compression and relaxation, one-two- 

‘Stop!’ the Doctor shouted. 

Grace pulled her hands away. ‘What?’ 

‘You’re doing it wrong,’ he yelled over the wind. ‘A Giellan’s 
heart is down here!’ 

He pointed halfway down the man’s right side. “You might have 
punctured a lung.’ He clambered over the pilot’s body, pushing 
her out of the way in his haste. She could only pull away, just now 
taking in the faint greenish tinge to the pilot’s skin, his lack of 
eyebrows. He’d looked human. 

She’d almost done it all over again. 

The Doctor was reaching around the back of the man’s neck, 
pressing his fingers into an artery which shouldn’t be there. ‘He’s 
got a pulse. He might be... I’ve lost it!’ He frantically rolled the 
pilot onto his side and began thumping him where his liver ought 
to be. 

‘What can I do!’ Grace shouted. 

‘Nothing!’ said the Doctor breathlessly. 

And there wasn’t, and all she could do was watch him as he 
desperately tried to pound the life back into the alien, feeling the 
shivers run through her as the wind howled even louder. 

“You did the best you could.’ 

‘That’s the problem.’ They were back inside the TARDIS now, 
already millions of miles away from where they’d buried the pilot. 
Grace was hugging herself, trying to get the chill out from inside 
her. ‘Icouldn’t have done better. Not when I’m so out of my depth. 
But if this had happened on Earth, if it had happened to a human, 
I could’ve saved him. I’ve spent my whole life learning how to do 
that.’ She watched him stand quietly by the console, his eyes lost 
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in the shadows. ‘That’s why I’ve got to stay there, you know? That’s 
where I can make a difference.’ 

‘But why?’ he insisted. He sounded so utterly unfazed by it all. 
‘Why not learn how to make a difference in other places as well?’ 

‘Because this matters to me, all right? I’m useful here.’ 

‘You could be useful anywhere, Grace,’ he lobbed back. She 
shook her head, her mouth hanging open in disbelief. ‘Look at the 
first time we met. Just in that little bit of time you did all sorts of 
amazing things.’ 

‘I nearly blew up the world!’ 

‘Didn’t do any harm.’ 

‘But - but I killed you!’ 

He shrugged. Well that’s pretty amazing. Some people have 
been trying that for years and haven’t managed it.’ He bustled 
around the console. ‘’m sure there are Daleks and Cybermen all 
through the universe just queuing up to shake your hand-’ 

‘This is not making me feel any better, she said through 
clenched teeth. 

‘Funny, I thought that was my line at the time...’ 

‘Obh - !’ She threw her hands in the air and stalked off in the 
direction of a dark corner. Without turning around, she knew he 
was just standing there and watching her go, a confused 
expression on his face. Good. She was trying her hardest to be 
furious, and not to burst out laughing, that just wouldn’t do at all. 

‘We’re back.’ He’d come up behind her without her noticing. 
She’d been watching his model train set, cheerfully chugging 
away by itself in a corner of his study. 

She let out a breath. ‘Right, then.’ She turned and walked with 
him back through the control room. She held onto his hand as 
they walked. 

He stopped at the console to open the doors. ‘I really should get 
the spatial linkages looked at,’ he said. ‘Tomorrow I’m off to the 
Ophion colony, and I don’t want to-’ 

Before he finished his sentence, she was already shaking her 
head and taking a step away from the console. ‘Nope. Nuh-uh, I’m 
still not coming with you.’ She was smiling but firm. 

He blinked. ‘Grace, I didn’t ask.’ 
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What do you mean?’ 

‘I didn’t just ask you to come with me. I said I was going to 
Ophion, and you~’ 

‘-Read it to mean that you were dying for me to come with you.’ 

‘Yeah.’ He grinned. ‘You know, Freud had a name for that.’ 

She smiled and snorted. ‘Projection.’ He shot her a ‘gotcha’ look 
and came round the console towards her. She threw her hands in 
the air. ‘All right, all right, maybe I do want to run off and see the 
universe with you. But I know it would be a really bad idea, okay?” 

‘T know,’ he said, and busied himself at the controls. 

She stepped up to him and touched his sleeve. ‘I mean it,’ she 
said quietly. 

‘So do I’ He placed his hand on hers and looked up at her. Eyes 
like those ought to be illegal, she thought. 

‘Stick around tomorrow,’ she said once she found her voice 
again. ‘We’ve still got the Alcatraz tour to do.’ 

Now she could see how her face must have looked when she’d 
turned him down. 

He said, ‘The last time I was on Ophion, I helped them settle 
their civil war. It’s been a few years. I think it’s time for- 

‘A follow-up appointment.’ 

‘Mm. Yes.’ 

She couldn’t argue with that. So they walked together to the 
massive double doors, and she stepped outside. He stood in the 
doorway of the police box, leaning on the wooden post, as she 
turned to him. ‘Next year?’ he asked. 

She nodded. ‘Next year.’ 

She kept herself from leaning in towards him. Don’t kiss him, 
don’t kiss him, otherwise you'll go right back inside and 
completely forget about what’s real. He’s leaning towards you. 
Dammit, don’t let those lips part. Good, he caught his cue, he’s 
turned that motion into a goodbye hug, that’s safe enough to 
enjoy the living daylights out of. Now let him go, wave goodbye, 
think about the life you’re going to add twenty years onto 
tomorrow. Let him go now. Don’t rush it. He’ll be back, and you'll 
be here, and if you arrange to take two weeks off this time next 
year then anything could happen. Anything. 


20 


The next year she stayed up late the night before, leaving a note 
for him. 

Dear Doctor, if you want to do breakfast this time, don’t bring 
it upstairs. James is here, and don’t want to wake him up. 

I haven’ told him about you yet. I don’t know how to do it and 
make any of tt sound like it’s real. He’s kind of into that reality 
thing, and I'm really enjoying it with him. 

James is a good man, he’s been here through a lot for me. He’s 
got a life that’s going well for him, just like mine is, and we’re 
working on that whole great-life- together kind of thing. 

It looks like I'm going to be staying here for a while. If you still 
want to get together today, just come by the house a little later 
and I'll introduce you as an old friend. Or something. If not, well, 
well always have Paris, right? 

Hope Ill see you soon. 

She ran out of words, so she signed it and left it on the kitchen 
counter where the Doctor would be sure to see it. Then she went 
upstairs. While James rolled over and murmured in his sleep, she 
sat up and watched the stars through the bedroom skylight, trying 
not to listen for impossible sounds from downstairs. 

Before the alarm went off, she got up and padded downstairs. 
She pushed open the kitchen door and whispered for the Doctor. 

There was no TARDIS there. The kitchen table was immaculately 
set for breakfast for two, with fresh flowers by her and James’ 
places. Resting on the counter was a stack of twelve white 
squares, each about three or four inches on a side, made of 
something that didn’t feel quite like plastic or metal. On top of 
it was her note. Written on the back, in his flowery handwriting, 
were the words Call me when you want to. All the best, the Doctor. 

She stared at the words for a long time, her hands resting limply 
on the countertop. Finally she picked up the stack of squares, put 
them safely in the back of her cupboard, and went to fill up the 
coffee-pot. 
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